WITHOUT, steady thunder of tropical rain,
Strong croaking of frogs,
Shrill calls of numberless crickets:
Black night, starless, abysmal,
Nought to be seen,

Where the light strikes out beyond the verandah-edge,
Save a solid wall of swift-falling water.

Within, a cosy glow,

Dry clothes, hot food,

And afterwards, music

To lift me clear in a moment

From weariness, failure and sadness

To the wide peaceful realm of God.

God be thanked, God be thanked,
For a home.

WHEN I am sad
Through too much thinking of myself,
Then I will remember,
Trees in the sunlight,
Hills beneath the dappled clouds,
Indian stars,
This little child.